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VIVA  UT  VIVAS 

“Live  that  you  may  live.”  When 
some  students  broached  the  subject  of 
a  school  paper  I  welcomed  it  with 
keen  delight  ,for  1  remember  as  if  it 
were  yesterday  those  days  from  1905 
to  1906  when  1  edited  what  was  then 
known  as  the  “Center  of  Vision”  of 
the  Massachusetts  Normal  Art 
School.  And  I  know  now  what  a 
fine  thing  it  was  for  me  and  what  a 
line  thing  a  school  paper  is.  The 
Latin  heading  it  seems  to  me  might 
well  become  the  slogan  for  this  the 
revived  school  journal,  for  the  old 
paper  undoubtedly  died  because  when 
alive  it  finally  failed  to  live  in  the 
ti*ue  sense — to  live  up  to  its  ideals,  to 
live  up  to  its  opportunities. 

1  wish  you  every  success.  I  know 
it  will  result  if  you  build  slowly  and 
with  due  regard  to  the  future. 

Royal  B.  Farniun 

U.  S.  VETERANS’  BUREAU 
LINOTYPE  SCHOOL 

Through  the  efforts  of  the  L.  S. 
Veterans’  Bureau  Linotype  School, 
which  is  located  in  the  Art  School, 
we  are  able  to  publish  this  little 
School  Paper,  and  we  hope  that  in 
the  near  future  that  we  will  be  able 
to  publish  a  much  bigger  sheet. 

The  type  used  in  this  issue  was  en¬ 
tirely  set  on  the  Linotype  Machine 
by  students  of  the  school,  and  the 
“ads”  were  all  set  by  hand  by  stu¬ 
dents  and  printed  by  the  students. 


SENIOR  CLASS 

A  meeting  of  the  Senior  class  was 
held  on  December  seventh.  Class 
officers  for  the  coming  year  are: 
President,  Ruth  Knowles 

Vice-President,  Alois  Beckonert 
Secretary,  Doris  Webber 

Treasurer,  John  M.  Buckley 

The  Senior  Class  has  reason  to  be 
justly  proud  of  its  Teachers’  Train¬ 
ing  Division.  Mildred  Grady  served 
very  well  in  the  capacity  of  substitute 
at  the  Cambridge  High  School. 
Olive  Shaw  has  been  teaching  two 
days  a  week  at  the  Salem  Normal 
School.  Gertrude  Barker  is  teach¬ 
ing  basketry  at  the  Malden  High 
School  and  Louise  Weatherbee  at  a 
private  school.  Francis  MacGaw 
is  busy  in  Winchester  and  Marion 
Hunter  is  about  to  fill  a  vacancy  in 
Dedham.  Francis  Thompson  was 
teaching  during  the  summer  in  a 
Normal  School  in  Tennesisee. 
Helen  Johnson,  a  senior  in  the 
Costume  Illustration  Class,  as  well 
as  Virginia  Thomas,  Irene  Sellov, 
Helen  Blackmore,  Thelma  Highland, 
Helen  Ryan  and  Walter  Buckley, 
has  recently  made  some  very  accept¬ 
able  costume  illustrations  for  Filene’s 
at  professional  prices. 

Edith  Beuttel  has  been  working  on 
a  commission  from  The  Bedford 
Publishing  Company,  making  de¬ 
signs  for  high  grade  leather  bindings. 

Zabelle  Missirian  has  made  a 
beautiful  beaded  design  which  is  now 
continued  on  page  seven 
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STUDENTS’  EXHIBITION. 

The  exhibition  assembled  in  the 
school  on  December  4,  will  continue 
until  the  school  closes  for  the  Christ¬ 
mas  vacation.  The  portraits,  land¬ 
scapes  and  sketches  were  executed  by 
the  students  outside  of  school  hours. 

The  committee  consisted  of  John 
M.  Buckley,  Josephine  Arico,  James 
Fitzgerald,  Gertrude  E.  Martin  and 
Ralph  Scott,  seniors,  Warren  Buck- 
ley  and  Richard  Ellinger,  juniors. 

Students  of  the  school  were  invited 
to  submit  drawings,  suitable  for  re¬ 
production,  to  advertise  the  exhibit. 
A  charcoal  sketch  by  John  Buckley 
was  chosen. 

That  part  of  the  committee  which 
hung  the  exhibit  was  assisted  by, 
Ruth  Knowles. 

Gertrude  E.  Martin 

Sec.  of  the  Com. 


EDITORIAL 

X  '  '  :  ....  1  '  I 

Here  it  is  I  Your  school  paper, 
“THE  ART  GUM”  presents  itself 
for  your  approval  and  staunch  sup¬ 
port.  The  Massachusetts  Normal 
Art  School  is  alive;  every  student, 
every  teacher,  every  graduate  knows 
it.  This,  however  is  not  sufficient; 
outside  people  and  other  schools  must 
know  it,  there  is  no  need  to  ask  why 
or  how.  You  are  going  to  tell  them 
of  its  activities,  its  hopes  ,  its  achieve¬ 
ments.  You  are  going  to  do  this 
through  your  school  paper. 

You  have  been  waiting  for  this 
opportunity  a  long  time,  and  now 
that  it  is  at  hand,  you  are  going  to 
grasp  it  eagerly,  and  use  it  to  the 
utmost.  You  jnust  keep  posted  on 
these  various  interests  yourself  so 
that  you  will  be  ready  to  answer  any 
and  all  questions  pertaining  to  them. 
You  cannot  do  this  unless  you  read 
your  paper. 

Small  in  size  it  may  be,  but,  the 
spirit  behind  the  undertaking  is  im¬ 
mense  and  judging  from  the  coopera¬ 
tion  already  shown,  its  success  is 
assured. 

It  is  our  fervent  wish  that  the  for¬ 
mer  students  and  graduates  will  take 
an  interest  in  this  paper.  Remember, 
no  matter  how  many  years  have  elaps¬ 
ed  since  you  graduated,  the  school 
still  is  and  always  will  be  a  pleasant 
link  in  your  chain  of  life. 

The  subscription  price  ($.60)  is 
small.  There  will  be  seven  issues 
including  this  one.  Be  sure  to  get 
yours. 

“THE  ART  GUM”  wishes  its 
subscribers  A  Very  Merry  Christmas 
and  a  Happv  and  Prosperous  New 
Year. 
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the  loc;:er 

It’s  something  tall,  It’s  something  thin, 
It  shines  of  green,  and  sounds  of  tin, 

It’s  made  to  keep  one’s  clothing  in - 

The  Lcker. 

It  holds  a  smock  of  cheerful  note, 

It  also  holds  a  hat  and  coat, 

And  sometimes  gets  its  owner’s  goat, 
The  locker. 


It’s  one  foot  wiue,  and  three  feet  tall, 
It’s  one  of  many,  (we  recall,) 

Old  wooden  sea-chests  on  the  wall, - 

The  locker. 

Among  the  things  the  latter  hoards, 
Are  battered-looking  drawing  boards, 
A  T-square,  which  has  Laithful  been, 
Beside  a  teeth-marked  ruling  pen. 

How  doth  a  lonesome  thumb-tack  si  gh 
for  fear  twill  here  be  left  to  die! 
Tacked  to  the  inside  of  the  door 
Is  found  a  snap  of  Owen  Moore. 
Beneath  a  book  that  resto  near  by 
A  fortune  in  eracer.  lie. 

Here  is  the  big  portfolio 
That  braves  th  j  Park  Street  rushes,  so, 
It’s  rough,  worn  edges  plainly  tell 
That  it  dcth  serve  iLj  purpose  well. 

It  guards  within  its  aged  fold 

Both  drawings  new,  and  drawings  old. 

Two  keys  we  carrv  on  a  string, 

They  open  up  to  EVERYTHING! 

— H.  E.  M.,’25. 


On  the  afternoon  of  December  5th, 
a  reception  to  the  Freshmen  was 
given  by  the  faculty  and  the  Senior 
Class. 

The  Chinese  tragedy  of  "Romeo 
and  Juliet  was  presented  by  the  stu¬ 
dents. 

General  dancing  followed. 


“Weep  not  that  the  world  changes - 

did  it  keep 

A  stable,  char.geHss  state,  ’twere 
cause  indeed  to  weep.’’ 

- William  CuILn  Bryant. 


OUR  LITERARY  CLUB 

The  Literary  Club  is  no  longer 
something  to  think  and  dream  about. 
It  is  actually  functioning.  This 
club  gives  us  an  opportunity  to  chat 
and  discuss  with  our  fellow  students 
and  instuctors,  questions  that  are 
continually  arising  in  regard  to  lit¬ 
erature.  May  there  be  less  talking 
in  the  studios  and  more  at  our  meet¬ 
ings!  Join  the  literary  enthusiasts 
on  Mondays  at  3:35  P.  M.  in  Miss 
Whittier’s  room.  You’ll  come  again. 


The  Freshmen,  very  much  pleased 
with  the  fine  reception  given  them 
by  the  Seniors,  have  unaminously 
voted  their  thanks. 


Mr.  Cain  (during  Perspective 
test)  : — “If  any  of  you  are  in  doubt 
about  anything,  I’ll  help  you  out.” 

THE  M.  N.  A.  S.  ORCHESTRA 

With  the  continued  leadership  of 
Richard  Ellinger,  ‘24',  our  orchestra 
enters  the  second  year  of  its  career. 
Th  is  student  organization  has  at 
present  a  membership  of  twelve  and 
wants  to  grow  to  twenty-five  before 
it  has  another  birthday.  Are  you 
with  us?  What  do  you  play? 

“His  pencil  was  striking,  restless,  and 
grand; 

His  manners  were  gentle,  complying 
and  bland: 

Still  born  to  improve  ns  in  every 
part’. 

His  pencil  our  faces - his  manners 

our  heart.’’ 

- Goldsmith:  Retaliation. 


THE  SOPHOMORE  CLASS 
WILL  GIVE  A  VALENTINE 
DANCE  ON  FRIDAY,  THE 
NINTH  OF  FEBRUARY. 

DO  NOT  MAKE  ANY  OTHER 
PLANS  FOR  THAT  NIGHT. 


A 
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A  CHRISTMAS  IDYLL  of  THE  SEA 


The  night  was  bitter  cold.  A 
roaring,  piercing  wind  shifted  in  and 
out  of  the  sails  and  passageways  of 
the  “Nancy  Lee”  pitching  her  from 
side  to  side  as  if  she  were  but  a  chip, 
driving  her  far  from  her  course,  into 
mid-Atlantic,  right  into  the  heart  of 
of  the  worst  gale  which  had  swept 
the  ocean  for  years.  Inside  the 
creaking  cabin,  a  portion  of  the  crew, 
pinched  and  cold,  were  gathered 
around  the  table,  striving  between  the 
lurching  of  their  ship  to  complete  a 
game  of  pinochle.  On  deck,  lashed  to 
his  wheel,  stood  the  skipper,  trying  to 
head  his  bo*w  south,  all  the  while 
issuing  unheard  commands  to  the 
men  who  were  securing  ropes  and 
sails  in  a  vain  attempt  to  withstand 
the  fury  of  the  gale. 

Moment  by  moment  the  blackness 
settled  in  around  the  “Nancy  Lee,” 
until  as  the  toll  of  six  bells  echoed 
faintly  over  the  deck,  the  rain  began 
to  fall  in  torrents,  freezing  as  it  fell, 
its  fierce  patter  blending  with'  the 
roar  of  the  waves  and  the  scraping 
and  grinding  of  the  timbers.  At 
last,  the  Captain,  giving  up  in  de¬ 
spair,  secured  his  wheel  and  cautious¬ 
ly  wended  his  way  aft.  Once  a 
giant  wave  was  flung  over  the  deck 
directly  in  front  of  him  nearly  drag¬ 
ging  him  back  into  the  ocean  as  it  fell. 
Finally  he  reached  his  mate,  giving 
commands  to  the  men  at  the  mast. 
‘What  say?”  he  yelled,  between 
cupped  hands,  “Can  she  stand  it?” 
The  mate  tried  to  shake  his  head. 
“Can’t  do  it  Cap’n,”  he  replied, 
“mast’ll  be  down  any  minute.” 
Even  as  he  spoke  there  was  a  deaf¬ 
ening  roar,  a  creaking  of  wood  and 
in  an  instant  the  mast  parted  a  few 
feet  above  the  Captain’s  head  'and 
fell  with  a  threatening  thud  over  the 


side  of  the  ship,  carrying  three  of  the 
crew  with  it  into  the  sea  below. 

The  skipper  grabbed  the  mate’s 
arm  and  together  the  two  crossed  the 
deck,  to  tighten  other  rigging;  sick 
at  heart  were  they!  Undoubtedly 
the  falling  mast  had  torn  a  hole  in 
the  side  of  their  ship,  even  as  it  car¬ 
ried  the  trio  overboard.  The  other 
mast  threatened  to  part  asunder  any 
minute,  and  lest  they  share  the  fate 
of  their  unfortunate  comrades,  the 
two  stumbled  towards  the  cabin  and 
down  the  narrow  steps.  The  men 
had  finished  their  game  and  were  all 
in  a  sullen  silence,  which  was  broken 
occasionally  by  a  voice,  a  woman’s 
voice,  coming  from  what  was  evi¬ 
dently  the  kitchen,  and  that  ever 
present  grumble  of  the  storm  with¬ 
out.  They  looked  up,  however,  as 
the  skipper,  followed  by  the  mate 
came  down  the  stairs.  “No  use 
men”  he  said,  shaking  the  half  frozen 
water  frorrl  his  clothes,  — “the 
“Nancy  Lee”  will  never  make  port 
again.  We  must  trust  to  luck  to 
keep  her  afloat  until  this  storm  lets 
up,  or  else — well  it’ll  be  Davy  Jones’ 
locker  for  us  all  right.”  The  men 
received  his  words  silently.  It  did 
not  seem  possible  that  their  ship  could 
ever  survive  this  gale.  Each  one 
had  heard  the  masts  fall, — and  each 
one  knew  that  his  life  was  in  danger. 
Of  course,  if  the  storm  should  die 
down,  they  could  put  to  shore  in  the 
life-boats,  but  that  seemed  now  but 
an  utter  impossibility.  Worst  of 
all,  it  was  Christmas  Eve.  That 
in  itself  was  a  tragedy.  On  shore, 
everything  was  bright  and  warm- 
gay  in  holiday  cheer, — fires  burning 
and  faces  eager,  all  in  honor  of  the 
morrow,  which  would  celebrate  the 
birthday  of  the  Christ.  Little 
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children,  waiting  impatiently  for 
fathers  that  would  never  come,  wives 
and  mothers  inwardly  worried  and 
troubled,  all  wrould  be  constantly  on 
the  lookout  for  their  sailor  kin. 
And  Christmas  on  board  the  “Nancy 
Lee”  with  prospects  of  a  far  worse 
fate,  was  such  a  dreary  thought. 

It  was  this  thoughtful  silence  that 
the  girl  interrupted  with  a  gay  voice. 

“Come  men,  coffee’s  ready,  that  is 
if  it  isn’t  all  spilled  by  now,”  she  add¬ 
ed  apologetically,  bracing  herself  a- 
gainst  the  pitch  of  the  boat.  “Let’s 
eat  and  be  merry!”  The  skipper, 
returning  from  the  hold,  where  he 
had  been  investigating  the  extent  of 
the  damage,  took  up  her  words  with 
“Come  men — coffee  will  be  good  and 
then  to  the  hold  with  every  man  to 
his  pump.”  The  old  Captain  watch¬ 
ed  his  daughter  as  she  poured  their 
cups  full.  They  had  been  such  great 
pals,  and  he  did  not  fear  death  for 
himself,  but  for  this  idolized  daugh¬ 
ter,  Hazel.  She  was  so  young — all 
to  young  to  go  down  with  her  father 
in  his  ship.  It  would  make  him  dread 
the  day  of  reckoning,  for  the  girl’s 
mother  had  hated  the  sea,  with  the 
passion  of  one  whose  ancestors  for 
generations  had  followed  it,  and  died 
with  their  ships.  But  no  time  for 
thinking  now! 

When  the  men  had  finished,  he 
ordered  six  to  the  pumps,  and  return¬ 
ed  to  the  deck  with  the  others,  ready 
for  one  last  attempt  to  steer  the  good 
ship  out  of  the  gale,  and  to  ascertain 
if  possible,  just  how  much  damage 
had  been  done. 

“  Winds  dying,  men”  he  yelled, 
Come  on  fore,  an’  try  again  to  steer 
us  sou’.”  They  found  the  wheel 
intact,  although  most  of  its  spokes 
were  gone,  and  it,  as  well  as  the 
compass,  was  covered  with  a  thick 
coating  of  ice. 


The  wind  was  actually  dying  down 
and  although  the  rain  still  fell  in  tor¬ 
rents,  the  menacing  roar  of  the  bil¬ 
lows  gradually  grew  less  deafening. 
Suddenly,  as  the  men  strained  every 
muscle  in  their  effort  to  turn  the 
Nancy  Lee”  about,  the  skipper’s 
daughter  burst  from  the  cabin,  and 
stumbled  towards  the  group  at  the 
wheel. 

“Dad,”  she  cried,  “The  hole 
is  getting  larger  every  minute, 
they  have  tried  barricading  but  the 
hold  is  filling  fast.  And  the  men 
threaten  to  force  you  to  leave  the 
ship.”  Even  as  she  spoke,  the  six 
men  came  out  on  deck.  With  curs¬ 
es  and  snarls  of  anger  they  stumbled 
to  the  boats,  loosened  the  tackle  of 
one,  and  throwing  in  the  food  they 
had  salvaged  in  Hazel’s  absence,  they 
climbed  in  and  lowered  the  frail 
craft  into  the  waves. 

The  skipper,  stunned  by  his  daugh¬ 
ter’s  words,  ordered  his  men  to  stay 
with  the  wheel,  and  returned  to  the 
cabin.  His  worst  fears  had  been 
realized.  The  men  were  gone  and 
a  gigantic  opening  in  the  side  of  the 
hold,  gave  ample  opportunity  for  the 
water  to  rush  in,  which  was  even  now 
flooding  the  ship  to  a  few  inches  be¬ 
low  the  water  line.  All  too  true  was 
the  realization  that  the  “Nancy  Lee” 
would  never  make  port  again. 

Nothing  could  be  done  to  With¬ 
stand  that  furious  inrush  of  water, 
and  in  scarcely  any  time  at  all  the 
ship  would  join  the  ranks  of  those 
that  had  gone  before.  When 
he  reached  the  wheel,  once  more,  he 
gave  his  orders  for  abandoning  ship. 
True  to  the  duties  of  his  command 
the  skipper  was  ready  to  go  down 
with  the  “Nancy  Lee”  but  Hazel’s 
pleadings  that  they  must  go  to¬ 
gether,  triumphed,  and  slowly,  with 
much  forboding,  the  men  lowered 
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the  boat  into  the  water,  and  with 
powerful  strokes  carried  it  beyond 
the  “Nancy  Lee,”  a  few  seconds  be¬ 
fore  she  sank.  It  was  pitch 
„  dark,  but  the  red  distress  signal, 
gleaming  from  the  shattered  mast, 
told  them  of  her  whereabouts,  until 
quite  suddenly,  it  too  disappeared. 

So,  the  night  wore  on.  Now  and 
then  the  oarsmen  stopped  to  rest,  and 
it  was  in  one  of  these  silences  that  the 
mate  spoke.  “Cap’n”  he  said,  “I’m 
Welch,  an’  proud  of  it,  an’  proud  of 
my  b’liefs.  It’s  Chris’mus  Eve,  an’ 
we  Welchmen  b’lieve  that  if  you’re 
shipwrecked  on  it,  you’ll  be  haunted, 
‘less  you  sing  a  Chris’mus  song,  some 
Chris’mus  card.  I  don't  hanker 
after  bein’  haunted,  le’s  sing!” 

The  skipper  waited  for  a  minute 
after  the  old  sailor  had  finished.  He 
dared  not  disobey  this  man  who  had 
voiced  one  of  the  superstitions  of  his 
race,  and  leaning  over  he  whispered 
to  his  daughter.  Instantly  she  start¬ 
ed  the  old  hymn  “Silent  Night.” 

Few  of  the  men  knew  the  words, 
but  the  tune  was  familiar,  and  to 
skipper,  as  he  listened,  it  seemed  as 
if  each  one  put  his  heart  into  the  sing¬ 
ing. 

Song  after  song  came  from  the 
drifting  boat,  while,  one  by  one  the 
clouds  disappeared  and  the  stars 
gleamed  in  the  Christmas  sky. 

iQuite  early,  when  the  blackness 
gave  way  to  light  and  the  horizon 
was  tinted  with  the  approach  of  a 
new  day,  the  good  ship  “Salvador” 
put  into  port,  bearing,  among  its  pas¬ 
sengers  six  tired,  yet  happy  men,  and 
a  young  girl,  equally  tired  and 
equally  happy.  The  Christmas 
Carol  had  worked  its  charm. 

A  nn  D.  Ide. 

THE  SOPHOMORE  BULLETIN 


The  Class  of  ‘25  is  far  from  asleep 


this  year.  Wherever  there  is  action 
in  this  school,  you  will  find  a  Sopho¬ 


more.  Ours  was 
hold  an  election  of 
The  results  are 
President, 
Vice-President, 
Secretary, 
Treasurer, 


the  first  class  to 
officers  this  year. 

as  follows : - 

Frank  Applebee 
Ann  Ide 
Virginia  Carton 
Leon  Fowler 


The  Class  is  considering  sending 
a  resolution  to  the  legislature  asking 
for  a  law  forbidding  Mr.  Wallace’s 
wearing  of  rubber  heels.  It  is  a 
terrible  shock  on  our  nerves  when  we 
are  having  a  nice  time  in  Antique  and 
suddenly  discover  him  behind  our 
chair. 

Mr.  Major,  in  the  eyes  of  some  of 
us,  is  equal  to  Columbus,  Newton,  or 
any  of  the  great  discoverers.  He 
recently  announced  that  he  had  found 
latent  talent  in/ Lee  Court. 

Nina  Creed  and  Frances  Frost, 
thinking  of  changing  from  the  Draw¬ 
ing  and  Painting  course  to  the 
Teacher’s  course,  wonder  if  there  is 
anyone  in  the  school  who  has  not 
given  them  his  opinion  on  the  wisdom 
or  folly  of  this  step. 

Leon  Fowler  sent  in  a  drawing 
for  the  Penn.  Prize. 

More  mechanical  drawing!  Shades 
of  Michael  Angelo!  If  we  loved 
that  subject  as  much  as  we  do  its 
instructor,  Mr.  Ray,  it  would  be  fine, 
but  as  it  is,  it  isn’t,  is  it? 

Theresa  Libby  and  “Libby”  Bosher 
have  written  a  play  which  will  be 
given  by  members  of  the  Sophomore 
Class  on  the  day  of  the  Christmas 
Spread. 

Walter  Buckley,  as  most  of  you 
know,  is  using  his  artistic  ability  de¬ 
signing  hats.  His  millinery  shop 
seems  to  be  quite  a  success.  Any¬ 
thing  that  he  started  would  be  a 
success  anyway ! 
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the  property  of  the  school.  It  will 
probably  be  placed  in  the  museum  of 
the  new  building  eventually. 

Josephine  Arico  of  the  Fine  Arts 
Division  has  provided  the  North  End 
Library  with  exhibitions  several 
times.  The  last  exhibit  took  place 
in  September,  part  of  it  is  still  there, 
and  consisted  of  pencil  and  pastel 
portraits  and  a  few  wash  drawings. 

John  Buckley,  James  Fitzgerald 
and  Ralph  Scott,  spent  the  summer 
at  Rockport,  also  Fred  Gleason  and 
Samuel  Armour  of  the  Junior  Class, 
studying  with  Mr.  Hibbard.  A 
fine  showing  was  made  at  the  ex¬ 
hibition  of  Mr.  Hibbard’s  class. 

The  same  group  and  Katherine  Shaw 
exhibited  at  the  large  show  in  Rock- 
port  during  Artists’  Week. 

The  S  enior  class  made  a  good  at¬ 
tempt  to  uphold  the  standard  of  their 
school  at  the  Pennsylvania  Academy. 
The  following  submitted  drawings 
for  the  Lee  Scholarship: — John  M. 
Buckley,  James  Fitzgerald,  Loretta 
Keenan,  Charles  Marston,  Gertrude 
Martin  and  Ruth  Knowles. 

The  Fine  Arts  Class  is  looking 
forward  to  the  return  of  Mr. 
Decamp. 


JUNIOR  CLASS  NOTES 

The  Junior  Class  had  an  election 
of  officers  a  long  time  ago.  Perhaps 
the  names  of  the  chosen  few  are  for¬ 
gotten.  If  so,  here  they  are: 
President,  Walter  Bennett 

Vice-Pres.  Harold  Lindergreen 

Secretary,  Cornelia  Hoff 

Treasurer,  Lionel  Bush 

Perhaps  you  have  seen  the  pictures 
that  several  members  of  this  class 
handed  in  for  the  Pennsylvania  Prize. 
Good,  were  they  not?  We  hope  the 
judges  find  them  so. 


Rose  Ferry  of  the  commercial  de¬ 
sign  course  is  doing  a  fine  set  of 
mural  paintings. 

Back  up  those  that  back  our  school. 
The  firms  that  advertise  in  this  paper 
are  helping  one  of  our  school  activi¬ 
ties.  Show  them  that  you  appreci¬ 
ate  it.  Patronize  them  and  tell 
them  why  you  are  doing  so. 

Don't  forget  to  mention  the  “Art 
Gum.” 


ASSEMBLY  NOTES 

Wednesday  Nov.  1,  Mr.  Farnum 
introduced  Miss  Marsh  to  the  school 
as  leader  in  chorus  singing.  She 
told  us  how  it  ought  to  be  done 
but — well  we  shall  do  a  little  better 
next  time.  Mr.  Farnum  started  a 
very  interesting  and  instructive  lec¬ 
ture  on  the  History  of  the  Alphabet. 

The  following  Wednesday,  Miss 
Damon,  Instructor  of  community 
singing  at  the  Lowell  Normal  School 
conducted  the  music  during  the  entire 
period.  Everyone  enjoyed  it  es¬ 
pecially  that  “way  of  the  Normal 
Art  to  down  dull  care  away.”  We 
are  improving.  What  would  we  do 
without  the  orchestra! 

At  another  assembly  Mr.  Farnum 
introduced  Mr.  Harold  Haven 
Brown.  In  a  minute  Mr.  Brown 
had  us  sight-seeing  in  Paris.  The 
Notre  Dame,  the  Place  de  la  Con¬ 
corde,  and  many  other  famous  places 
of  Paris  were  before  our  eyes  in 
sketches  done  by  himself. 

Mr.  Farnum  started  out  as  leader 
of  the  basses,  but  he  soon  urgently 
requested  Mr.  Wilder,  Mr.  Ray  and 
Mr.  Cain  to  help  him.  Now  we 
are  beginning  to  sing. 


How  many  Certificate  drawings 
have  you  finished  ? 
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THE  CRAFTS  CLUB 

From  the  many  inquiries  in  regard 
to  the  craft  class  conducted  by  the 
senior  teacher  training  division, 
sprang  the  idea  to  form  a  craft  club 
whereby  those  interested  in  craft 
work  might  get  some  benefit. 

There  has  been  such  an  enthusias¬ 
tic  response  to  the  appeal  for  mem¬ 
bership  that  such  a  craft  club  is  now 
well  on  its  way  to  success. 

In  our  meeting  of  December  6th, 
some  twenty  crafts  were  mentioned 
to  be  taken  up  such  as  batik,  basketry, 
weaving,  gesso,  leather,  jewelry,  etc. 

Basketry  and  leather  were  chosen 
to  be  taken  up  first.  Classes  in  these 
two  crafts  are  now  being  conducted 
Wednesdays  at  3  :35  in  the  Teacher 
Training  Room. 

If  you  are  interested  come  and 
join  us. 


FRESHMEN  NEWS 

With  lots  of  pep  and  three  cheers 
for  their  class,  the  freshmen  put 
Elmer  E.  Hall  over  the  top  as  Pres¬ 
ident,  for  their  first  year  as  art  stu¬ 
dents.  Marion  Clark  was  unani¬ 
mously  elected  Vice-President  and 
Kenneth  E.  Morang  and  Fred 
O’Hara,  Secretary  and  Treasurer,  re- 
pectively.  The  first  three  officers 
are  members  of  the  first  division, 
while  Fred  O’Hara  comes  from 
division  two. 

At  the  last  Freshman  meeting  on 
Friday  December  15th,  the  Freshmen 
made  final  arrangements  for  their 
Xmas,  spread,  and  plan  to  spend 
fifty  dollars  to  give  everybody  plenty 
to  eat. 

A  committee  was  appointed  by  the 
President  to  plan  for  an  entertain¬ 
ment  to  be  held  sometime  in  January 
in  honor  of  the  Seniors. 


M.  N.  A.  S.  GLEE  CLUB 

By  l'  icla  A.  March  ‘24. 

M.  N.  A.  S.  Glee  Club. 

A  remarkable  response  was  the  re¬ 
sult  cf  a  general  call  for  candidates 
for  the  Glee  Club.  Over  sixty 
signed  up,  and  upon  the  day  for  elim¬ 
ination  try-outs,  a  surprising  number 
of  extra  candidates  showed  up  for 
trials.  The  boys  have  also  respond¬ 
ed  nobly  consisting  of  a  rather  large 
number  of  bass  but  as  vet,  a  scarcity 
of  tenors  which  we  hope  will  be  filled 
in  due  time. 

We  are  sorry  that  we  cannot  ac¬ 
cept  all  of  our  fine  talent,  I  am  sure, 
but  as  the  club  becomes  better  or¬ 
ganized  and  settled  we  hope  to  be 
able  to  admit  more  and  more  mem¬ 
bers  who  are  at  present  on  the 
waiting  list. 

The  M.  N.  A.  S.  Glee  Club 
expects  and  hopes  to  fulfill  creditably 
calls  from  any  organization  or  class 
of  the  school  to  perform  for  any 
occasion  and  hopes  at  the  end  of  the 
year  to  put  forth  a  piece  of  its  own 
work  for  the  benefit  of  the  school  and 
all  others  who  are  interested.  So, 
here’s  to  its  success. 

Editors’  note :  Miss  Marsh  de¬ 

serves  the  thanks  of  the  school  for 
the  fine  work  she  has  done  in  organ¬ 
izing  our  Glee  Club. 

The  members  of  the  Glee  Club 
have  elected  the  following  officers: — 
Anton  Kamp  ‘23,  president 

Kenneth  Morang  ‘26  vice-president 

Stanley  Kent  ‘26,  secretary 

Henry  Millea  ‘25,  treasurer 
Viola  Marsh  ‘24,  librarian 


To  be  seen,  climb  on  a  high  place, 
To  be  heard,  make  yourself  somebody, 
then  people  will  listen. 

- Arthur  Brisbane. 


SPAULDING -MOSS  CO. 

The  Artist  Shop 


Recognized  for  years  as  “NEW  ENGLAND 
HEADQUARTERS”  for  the  Artist  and  Art 
Student 

We  offer  the  most  extensive  line  for  your  se¬ 
lection  based  on  high  quality  and  model  ate 
Prices. 


Artists  Stands 

Artists  Sketching  Stools 
Artists  Air  Brushes 

Artists  Oil  &  Water  Colors 

Artists  Easels 

'  1>V. 

Artists  Smocks 

CRAYONS  ERASERS  IN 


Drawing  Boards 
Tee  Squares 
Slide  Rules 

Drawing  Sets 

Tracing  Paper  &  Cloth 
Colored  Pencils 

>  ADHESIVES  PAPER 


See  our  representative,  Lee  W .  Court  at  the  Al.  N.  A.  S. 


42  FRANKLIN  ST.  BOSTON  MASS. 

Just  off  Washington  Street 


Inutamirk  ii>I}opy? 


A  favorite  rendezvous  for  college  folks.  An  in¬ 
comparable  little  salcn  where  damty  luncheons  and 
confections  are  served.  Nowhere  in  Boston  can 
you  find  the  equal  to  the  Brunswick  Candies  and 
Louis  Sherry  Sweets,  used  here  exclusively. 


Unmautirk  (Eafrtnia 


For  unexcelled  foods  cf  highest  quality  cooked 
by  the  best  chefs.  Try  the  Brunswick  Cafeteria. 
Prompt  service. 


Urmtsurirk 

Boylston  Street,  at  Clarendon 


B.  L.  MAKEPEACE,  INC 


FOR  YOUR  CONVENIENCE 
WE  OPERATE  TWO  STORES 

v  ^  \ 

WITH  A  COMPLETE  STOCK 
AT  EACH  LOCATION. 


SPECIAL  RATES  EXTENDED 
TO  NORMAL  ART  SCHOOL 
STUDENTS. 


394  BOYLSTON  STREET 
387  WASHINGTON  STREET 


Greetings  from 
The  Alumni  Association 
to  the  Students  ©t 
Mass.  Normal  Art  School 
A  Merry  Christmas 
and  a 

Happy  New  Year 
Great  Success  with  the  Art  Gum 
Future  Success  in  your  Career,, 
and 

become  Active  Members 


sSE£ 


MILTON  BRADLEY  COMPANY 


The  Art  Supply  House  With  a  National  Reputation 


Our  Factory  at  Springfield,  Mass., 
Where  Bradley  Goods  are  Made. 


We  Carry  Everything  in  the  line  of  Art 


Materials  Used  in  the  Schools. 


Retail  Salesroom  at  120  Boylston  Street. 


Where  You  are  Always  Welcome. 


OTHER  OFFICES 


New  York 
San  Francisco 


Philadelphia 
Kansas  City 


Atlanta 

Chicago 


HATS  E  XPRESSING  YOU! 

Announcing  a  reduction 
sale  of  exclusive  millinery 

r 

Satins,  Metallic  cloth,  Velvets 
and  Felts. 

$30  Hats  reduced  to  $15 
$25  “  “  “.$10 

$20  “  “  “  $5 


WALTER  BUCKLEY 

230  Boylston  St. 

Bradbury  Bldg. 

Boston,  Mass 


The  Kensington  Lunch 


?■ 


is  now  serving  regular  dinners 
at  85  c.  and  $1.00 

The  same  excellent  quality  and  home 
cooking  that  has  made  the  Kensington 
Lunch  so  favorably  known 

5.30  to  7  P*  M. 

Lunch  11.30  to  3 


687  Boylston  Street,  corner  Exeter  Street 
At  the  Sign  of  the  Lions  -  Up  One  Flight 
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